As the final gallons of juice filled Risa, Shiki got up from her chair. That air of nonchalance would have been concerning to Risa throughout her plight if the transformation into a blueberry bauble didn’t take precedence. “Heh.” The older idol snickered, pleased with what she regarded as a ‘performance’. “I did warn you. All you had to do was entertain me during the last concert. Though, I think we both can agree this solo is far more entertaining.”

Risa didn’t share the same enthusiasm as she struggled to move. All her mobility had vanished with those final few spurts of whatever bizarre drug Shiki slipped into her juice. Arms melding with her body, legs absorbed by her hips, a perfectly round sphere. Well, mostly perfect. There were the little recesses where her hands and feet had sunken into her body. Two pigtails jutted out the top divot, Risa’s gaze just barely over the giant circumference of what would have been her chest.

Flapping her hands did little in way of movement. Of course, her feet were just, if not more, useless. Her toes couldn’t touch down to the ground. Whether Risa wanted to ignore the truth, reject the reality that she was not only helpless but a helpless blueberry girl!

“B-But Haru was there too! She didn’t entertain you either, if you’re to be believed! How come she’s not a giant blueberry!?”

A fair point since Shiki’s threat had been aimed at the two. There was a simple answer as Risa’s belly was pushed by the idol. The sensation of rolling alarmed her, unable to rest on her back, instead in a bizarre ‘floaty’ state of being.

Not helped was Shiki sauntering into view. Staring down at Risa’s blue eyes and swollen cheeks, she gave her explanation. “I wanted to turn you into a blueberry. Not Haru, not Kaoru, not even Nina as tempting as that’d be. Only you were ever going to be a blueberry.” A blunt response made everything clear. Though Risa wondered if she were better off not knowing Shiki had targeted her.

That worrying frankness was replaced as Shiki leaned in further. Mere inches from Risa’s swollen face, the prone girl couldn’t back away in the limited range of her neck and space within this recess. Shiki didn’t do anything, as if she were basking in the results of this drug.

Silent for a moment, Risa realized that she was taking deep breaths. Is…she excited that I’m a blueberry? They seemed to be ragged and frantic as though Shiki was in heat.

Instead, she took a deep inhale, sighing. “You smell absolutely divine.” Risa balked. Perhaps it would have been better if Shiki were perving out. At least it’d be normal compared to her huffing that scent. “Every bit of you is radiating this wonderful aroma! Succulent blueberries that have the perfect balance of tart and sweet.”

Risa couldn’t smell anything. Well, that was a lie. She had gone noseblind to everything around her. Asking her to ‘appreciate her aroma’ yielded the same results if Risa was asked to identify the smell of air.

There wasn’t a moment to let it sink in as she was rolled back into what could be described as a ‘standing’ position; though more at an awkward forward angle. Shiki wanted to hug as much of that tummy as her arms allowed. Pushing her head into that supple, blue, sloshy belly, she took a deep whiff of Risa’s navel.

“I could make you my air freshener! Keep you in my house, let your scent seep into every fabric I own.” Shiki gushed, unnerving Risa further as she squirmed from the displaced juice. “People will be lining up through Tokyo to get bottled Risa perfume! Better than those shills that hawk their own bathwater.” As though marketing Risa’s plight was any better.

Shiki wasn’t content stopping there as her nuzzles turned into kisses. So much bare flesh just begged to be smooched. Though she wanted to spice things up, make her first encounter with a blueberry particularly memorable. Rummaging through her cosmetics, it took a moment to find ruby red lipstick. That way, every smooch mark could be seen. Lest Shiki accidentally dote on a region she had already visited.

Every contact of Shiki’s lips made Risa squirm. The former wasn’t satisfied with a few simple kisses. She wouldn’t stop until she felt Risa’s globular body had received all the love and attention it deserved. Which just so happened to be quite a lot.

“Ngh! Quiddit! No more!” All those protests meant little to Shiki. She lapped Risa’s diameter, giving everything from hips to backside plenty of red kiss marks. Then a second lap for good measure. Risa gave up trying to flap her hands in an effort to shoo Shiki away, too tired to continue.

Finally, Shiki had her fill. “Someone seems exhausted. Funny since I’m doing most of the work.” Risa didn’t find it funny at all. Instead, her plump blue lips pouted, humiliated that this was her current status. “I know just the perfect way to turn that frown upside down!”

Risa had the sneaking suspicion that Shiki’s methods wouldn’t be to her liking. Yet knowing this, she had no idea why her socks were peeled off, bare blue feet hanging out in the open. She was once again rolled onto her back, forced to stare up at the studio lights. Even more confusing was the camera Shiki had pointed at Risa’s swollen face. The lack of any comment by Shiki as to why a video would be included with this torment raised more questions and filled the bauble with dread.

Is she going to put this on the internet? Idol Risa turned into a fruit. Embarrassing me to millions around the world. I wouldn’t put any of this past her. I want to be viral but not like this. Worries looped in an anxiety-fueled tempest within Risa’s mind. All this brought about so many questions. Yet she held her tongue. She wouldn’t answer me…and I think I’ll find out in the next few minutes. Risa’s intuition would prove correct in both regards.

“Let’s see…I’ll need this…and this…oh can’t forget this.” She spoke to herself, setting down various tools needed for whatever she was plotting. Risa could hear the clatter when each item was found and put on a rolling cart. Trying to look over the largest curve of her body proved fruitless. That just left her to imagine what was coming as the wheels of a cart creaked ominously, coming to a stop against her swollen side.

The lingering anticipation was dreadful, so thick one could cut it with a knife. A deliberate effort by Shiki to draw out the build-up before revealing her game. Instead of something awful, the payoff to all that waiting were her lecherous fingers beginning to torment Risa’s foot. “Coochie coochie coo. Come on Risa, smile nice and wide for the camera.” Shiki suggested, kneeling closer to that foot, tormenting it with tickles and kisses.

For her part, Risa grit her teeth, doing all she could to resist such efforts to laugh her fat blue head off. Everything ached, her breathing choppy, wanting to avoid giving Shiki the satisfaction. She couldn’t anticipate a raspberry blown onto her skin while her foot was tickled. That released the floodgates as merry laughter filled the studio.

“Hehehehahahaha hohohoho st-haha-st-hahahs-s-stooopp!” Risa did her best to protest. Normally, when one was tickle tortured like this, they could flail or kick themselves free.

Being trapped in this blueberry body gave Risa no chance to escape. The limited range of her ankle meant her foot couldn’t avoid Shiki’s playtime. The older idol wasn’t content with just one sole, though. She bounced back and forth, continuing to alternate or something fake out Risa just to keep her on her toes.

“Heh, you’re tons of fun you know that? Flap flap flap. The berry idol has such an adorable giggle!” Shiki teased, using a feather for one foot to brush up against sensitive skin. For the other foot, a paint brush, its bristles activating all those sensors to make Risa guffaw to no end.

“Pl-Pl-Pl-hehehahahehe!” She snorted, trying to plea for mercy. “N-N-nohehehahahoho no more!” Risa bellowed out, tears in her eyes, rolling down her sapphire cheeks. Everything ached, unable to catch her breath.

“But you sound like you’re having such a good time.” Shiki taunted, using that uncontrollable laughter to her advantage. “Good thing I’m recording this for later. My personal collection needed something to spice it up.” Risa would have sighed in relief if not for the stimulus overload focused solely on her feet. God, she’ll be fun to see laugh her head off over and over! Although what she couldn’t control was her own stamina. In all the excitement, she had become as exhausted as Risa. Perhaps a break is in order. She told herself, finally relenting, giving Risa much needed respite.

It took some effort for Shiki to crawl atop Risa on what was her belly. Laying prone, limbs sprawled across the massive blueberry, she tried once again to embrace all of this girl. To no avail but that only excited Shiki further. So much blueberry idol was hers to play with, toy with, troll, and torment as she saw fit.

When Risa regained some composure, her buried muscles still aching from all that laughter, she had an important question. It was a topic she dreaded since with Shiki in the driver’s seat, there was no way to predict what kind of answer she’d get. But Risa bit the bullet. “Just how big am I?” Regardless of the reply, it wouldn’t be to her liking.

“Good question. I never tried this drug out before so its results surprised even me.” Shiki half-lied. “Still, I think it’s the perfect image for a future blueberry idol.”

“A blueberry idol?! Solo?! I’m part of an idol group!”

“Well, yes and no. You’ll still be part of U149.” Risa hated that nickname Shiki gave her and her idol colleagues. Though she hated the next pun even more. “I suppose you ought to be rebranded as 149 inches.” Shiki smirked though she was curious about that. Sliding off Risa, she rummaged around her wardrobe, coming back with some measuring tape. “You may want to hold on. This could get dizzying for you.” That was a statement of genuine concern.

Risa was tipped over, the tape pressed against her heavy blueberry side. Making a full rotation caused her head to spin, comical spirals in her eyes. Once she went back to staring at the ceiling, still in a ‘prone’ position on her backside. Though, in reality, any placement of her blueberry body left her vulnerable. When the room stopped spinning, she saw a clear look of disappointment on Shiki’s face.

“Shoot. Only 120 inches. Oh well, I know how to make up for that lost 29 later.”

There was still an unresolved question that lingered in the air. “I can’t do a solo. I can’t perform like this.” Risa complained. Piddling hands and feet tried to accentuate that point but they were hidden from view, making her demonstration somewhat moot.

Shiki saw no problem with this. “But look at you! You’ll be great!” A thought occurred to her then. “Oh right, you can’t see much past your chest.” She patted Risa’s body, rubbing it with devious intent. Squatting down, Shiki hoisted Risa back upright to ‘standing’ as she noticed a series of curtains drawn. She knew the fabric too well; they were the same cloths used to cover mirrors when not in use.

“Drumroll please!” Shiki’s hands began to pat and pound on Risa’s body, getting a heavy BUM BUM BUM BUM BUM mimicking an actual drum. Sliding across the wooden floor, she yanked the fastening rope, letting all the curtains fall at once. “Ta-Da!” She said, pantomiming a trumpet doing all the fanfare in an effort to build-up this spectacle.

Risa tried to process just what she saw, reflected in these mirrors. She couldn’t fathom that this giant blue sphere was her body. If it weren’t for the dark blue pigtails that poked from the top, then she wouldn’t be able to see herself in this sphere. All her workout clothes were horrendously stretched, leaving her midriffed exposed. Only barely could Risa see all the places Shiki had kissed earlier.

“Here, let’s make sure you get a nice view of yourself.” Shiki crawled on Risa’s back, just behind her head. A hand mirror was thrust into her field of view, the reflection inescapable. Although the struggle was getting all of Risa’s face in the mirror.

“T-This can’t be me…I’m massive!”

“Hey, you know what they say in show business: gotta be a big shot to make it.” Shiki leaned in, resting her head atop Risa’s before sniffing around once more. “Mmhmm, have I told you how great you smell?”

“Repeatedly…”

“Unfortunately, a greedy girl grew so big, making it hard to really take in how big you’ve become. Later on, I’ll get the HDTV out, let you see in 4k just how amazing you look.” That was far from an ideal night to Risa. Her blue sullen eyes gazed at her reflection for a moment longer before Shiki withdrew.

“Just how long does this thing last?”

Shiki said nothing, either ignoring the question or not hearing it altogether. Hard to tell which it was with her. It seemed as if other things save for toying with Risa were on her mind. She put away her tickle toys, now loading the cart with other tools.

“We were having so much fun, I nearly forgot about this gig.” Risa wondered what gig. If it’d give her respite, then she’d gladly stay in this studio by herself. Maybe her Producer would find her and save her from a senpai she vowed to stay far away from in the near future. “This may feel awkward, but rest assured, I have experience with this.”

“W-With what?” The vagueness didn’t alarm Risa. It was Shiki’s tone; one of genuine consideration for Risa.

The blueberry gasps as hands slid under her workout clothes. Shiki slowly peeled away the sticky, soaked garments, drawing it out the same way one removed plastic cling from new electronics. Satisfied, Risa sat there naked for a moment, blushing embarrassed shades of purple.

Running water filled a bucket, splashing around as Shiki brought it over to Risa. The girl still was clueless what was about to happen. “It’ll be cold but bear with me. I’ll make it quick.”

“Make what quick?!”

Risa found her answer as a cold, soapy sponge was pressed into her supple skin. A squeak ran out as Shiki gently scrubbed her body, mournfully removing all those kiss marks she spent so much time creating. A necessary sacrifice to get to wash and rub and caress every inch of Risa.

For her part, there was little Risa could do. Like everything up to this point, she had to grin and bear it. No matter how much she kicked her feet or flapped her hands or made mewling protests, nothing would stop Shiki. Just try to block it out. Of course, not nearly as intense as the tickle torture. But a cold-water sponge bath was just shy of that level of torment.

Surprisingly, Shiki was brief in her cleaning even if she relished washing her oversized produce. Drying, on the other hand, took much longer. Going over the same spots of Risa’s blueberry body, she found herself nuzzling her face into that freshly washed sapphire skin. “Whoops. Got ahead of myself there.” She chuckled before going back to work.

All the while, Risa let out suppressed snickers. Still not as bad as having her feet tickled, but the way Shiki dried her was a mild form of play. All the idol wanted was to cherish the bauble, not tickle her as much as last time. That didn’t make it any easier for Risa. Finally, that ordeal was over but a new one began with no time to let Risa breathe easy.

“I got something made just for you!” 

The massive fabric was thrown over Risa’s head, fitting around her body awkwardly. This begged the question how could Shiki not know how big Risa would get yet have something made for her. Even if she thought of it, she wouldn’t have gotten an answer as Shiki circled her body like a hungry shark.

Tugging at the fabric every so often, Risa felt like a mattress being fitted with a new bed sheet. Shiki pulled on the dress, making sure it wasn’t misaligned or off, ensuring every detail was perfect. Risa loathed all of this but being a dress-up doll for this weirdo was even worse. Looking in the mirror, it was an outfit she recognized from an earlier show. Instead of yellow skirt and tie, they were a sky blue while everything else was the same. Though how those buttons could stay fastened with so much blueberry belly in the way remained a mystery, another to add to the growing pile.

“I even got you these cute panties!” Shiki displayed, the fabric white and blue stripes that went over her butt. She couldn’t help herself when so close to those cheeks, playing patty cake with Risa, watching each orb wobble and slosh from her jostling. Every little ‘eep’, ‘quiddit’, and ‘gasp’ only made Shiki want more. 

She stopped herself from getting too carried away as finally, her blueberry idol was fully dressed and ready to go. However…

“There’s one more thing before we can get going…” Shiki trailed off, leaving Risa pondering what ridicule she’d have to endure this time.

If I can pull this off, then maybe she’ll juice me.

“A song! About how much you enjoy being a big blueberry!”

“A song!?” Every turn in this journey had been a left. Risa wasn’t sure what, if anything, to sing. Especially as Shiki demanded a brand-new ballad. Someone else wrote her music. All she had to do was sing and dance, skills she was far better at…although the latter of those was impossible in her current state. Then there was the subject of said tune. How on earth could she make lemonade out of the staggering pile of lemons she’d been given?

“It doesn’t have to be anything big or grandiose. Just a small sample of a blueberry idol’s Number 1 hit single.” Risa bit her tongue, unsure what to do. However, Shiki gave her an ultimatum that lit a fire under her big blue butt. “I could try out a new drug on you. Combine blueberry with something unexpected. Wouldn’t that be fun?” Immediately Risa belted into a tune.

Big blue and juicy for all to see
Blueberry idol riding the juicy sea
My cute outfit as big as a tent
If I rolled over a car, it’d be bent

Come one and all to see the show
Who knows, I may blimp and grow
A blueberry idol is a rare sight
As I perform morning noon and night

Shiki said nothing, thinking about the lyrics before giving it a small ‘eh’. “I’ve heard worse. Could do better but I suppose having you improvise was asking too much.” Risa sighed, happy she pleased Shiki for the time being, unaware that the whole thing had been recorded for the girl’s catalog.

“Now you’ll juice me and let me go. Or, at least, put me back to normal by the end of tonight.” Once that happened, Risa would ensure everything within her power to give Shiki a good country mile of space. Never wanting to be so much in the same breathing room as her senpai.

That confused Shiki, letting out an audible “Huh?” Now Risa was confused. Her question wasn’t difficult. “Who said I’d let you go?”

“You said I’d leave once I did the song!”

“I said we’re leaving. As in, you and me.”

There were six words Risa wanted to say. Hesitating for a moment, she uttered them. “Will I always be a blueberry?” She just had to know.

“No…Maybe…I don’t know…maybe if your dance routine was better at entertaining me, then this could have been avoided.” No way to tell how forthcoming Shiki was being considering her earlier comments. “I’m sure this meet-and-greet will make you want to stay this way for the foreseeable future.”

Uncertainty about her fate unnerved Risa. Last thing she wanted was to be a blueberry forever, to consider this the new normal. However, that went out the window when Shiki trailed into part two of her response.

“Wait…what? I don’t have any gigs today! And for that matter, where are we going?”

“Oh, I guess I didn’t tell you. We’re going to do a small thing at a local candy store. I’ll be your Wonka and you my pet blueberry. Fans are lining up to do photoshoots and some are wanting to see how much candy you can eat in an hour.” Shiki laid it all out as though she were Producer giving Risa her itinerary for the day. No amount of protests or wails from the blueberry idol could change Shiki’s mind as she began to roll her plaything along. “I told you I’d get those extra 29 inches one way or another!”